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PoeryiTh ems 


/ LITERARY 


Going on Seventeen 
(Continued from the winter issue) 


It wasn't that she didn't believe. She did, and 
she knew it had to be. But every time she thought of 
the way his. light bristly hair stood up on end or the 
way he twisted his eyebrow hairs round and round when 
he. was’ worried, she just couldn't think. Marlene felt 
around in the pocket of her pea jacket for the Chester- 
Pireigs. + Taking» one: out’ of the pack, she placed it.in 
her mouth and after taking a long exhausting drag, the 
butt was going. What comfort she got out of that one 
Chesterfield} Every time she inhaled, it seemed as 
though her emotions went with it. The smoke blew 
straight out, some drifting down to the water's edge, 
some landing in the seaweed. 

Life was too quick. Yet she had often wished to be 
Older. Older for what? So that she wouldn't be just a 
kid going on seventeen and wouldn't have those tortur- 
ing’ periods, chemistry and geometry. They were so 
incidental to the big:things in life. But what. were 
big things? + Life, liberty, and: the’ pursuit of happi- 
ness!!! Isn't that what everybody always ravos about? 
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Those were the things that kept crossing her mind 
as she laid her dark streaky head upon the hard sand. 

The breakers started rolling in, making dirty 
soapsuds along the shore. Funny how such little 
things brought back such deep memories. He used to 
call her "Streaky". He said she had such funny ideas 
and lovely streaky. hair, all glinty. Then he'd pull 
the curl on the left side, and before it had sprung 
back, he'd say "I love you" and kiss her. 

' The sun going down in the west was warm, as it had 
often been after a day of sailing when she felt tired 
but good. Marlene rubbed her forehead, thinking of the 
~salt of another day. But this feeling today was differ- 
ent; it was an all-gone tiredness. If only it were 
good and warm! They'd be coming in from sailing just 
about now if--if he were here. 

It seemed like such a long time ago that he went. 
The railroad station was crowded with people. Marlene 
watched his slightly graying mother, who was looking 
around for her pocketbook. "John, where is my pocket- 
book?" she asked her husband, fishing around in his 
big coat pockets for no reason at all. 

"How should E know? You probably left it at home ," 
he answered puffing away on -his Roars 

"Oh, I must have!. How silly' Well, good-by dear. 
Now be careful and try not to get your: ‘feet wet; if you 
do, remember to change your:-’shoes and stockings right 
AWAY," she said, taking her son's hand in hers. 

"Sure, Mom," he answered, kissing her on the nose, 
while Junior tugged at his arm. 

He grasped his father's large hand and said, "So 
long, Dad." 

"Good-by", his father started between puffs on 
his cigar. 

"Good-by", Junior interrupted. 

"Shut up, Junior!" his kid sister screamed. 

"That's enough; John, do something," his mother 
said, looking at her big husband while the two hellions 
started kicking each other. 

It was funny, Marlene thought, watching them--all 
of them wanting to say good-by to him sa badly; yet 
they were doing anything but that. What would he do 
now? She was next. His family thought of her as his 
girlfriend but nothing serious. It was nice of them 
to include her at this time. 

"Good-by!" Junior yelled again. 

If only they were alone, but that was selfish. He 
might never come back; oh, but he had to, he just had 
to. She clasped her white hands tighter, while her 
eyes kept filling up no matter how hard she tried to 
keep the tears back. Her throat felt constricted; she 
could hardly breathe! 
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"Gee, Marlene, I'll sure miss you," he said, kiss- 
ing the corner of her mouth, and, while he bobbed the 
left curl, he whispered, "I love you; remember that's 
forever!" 

"All aboard!" 

"Guess it's time to go now," he said, giving them 
‘all a crooked smile. Marlene held her fingertip on 
the corner of her mouth, just in case he should notice, 
and, as he waved from the train, his regular grin broke 
out. 

"Well, I'm certainly glad he took it all right, 
even to the very end," his father remarked, still puff- 
ing on his cigar. Yes, he had seen her finger. 

Marlene brushed her eyes with the back of her 
sandy hand as she mused of his going-away day, which 
was so vivid in her mind. How could she go on without 
ever seeing his teasing, yet loving gray eyes meet hers 
again? What if they hadn't had that short time together? 

Again she thought of the past. He had bobbed a 
curl and was just going to kiss her when she jumped up 
and leaped like a young colt down to the water. 

"Oh, so you won't kiss me, huh?" he asked, running 
down to catch her. 

"Bet you can't get me," she said, diving under 
water. 

 "I']1 take that bet," he answered, his brown body 
disappearing beneath the waves. 

"Hey, let go of my leg," she said, swallowing water 
between every word. 

"Now will you kiss me?" he asked. 

"Nor" 

~"O.K. here you go under water. Once, twice." 

"Oh, give me a chance to breathe," she pleaded. 

"How about it?" he asked, bringing her head up out 
of the water and releasing her hold. 

In that second she had bounded out of the water, 
but he was up and after hers 

"Oh, I give up," she panted, falling on the sand. 

"Aha," he said, flopping down beside her and pull- 
ing her toward him. 

She looked up at him, her young lips curving into 
a smile. Would it be possible for her never to want 
to kiss him? 

There was now a new quietness as darkness came 
down. Marlene listened to the calm ebb tide washing 
the sand. She got up slowly, breathing the salt air in 
deeply, and as she walked to the car, she brushed the 
sand off her. plaid skirt. She was tired, and she was 
going home. It would be good to be home, to flop into 


bed and sleep--not think--just sleep. 
Jean Maddigan, 1946 
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THE SIMPLE TRUTH 


Just to say I love you does not express my thought, 

And when you say “how much". and I answer with "a lot," 

All the things I want to say why I couldn't even start. 

This thrill I feel, the love I have for you is alla 
part 

Of everything we've done and shared, 

The trust that we so near impaired. 


When all these memories come tumbling back to me, 

I know what I am trying to say, but can you see? 

These bonds of faith and belonging all add up to say, 

That I am yours forever, and I know you want it that 
Way. F 


And if the time for parting down death's dark shadow 
should strike, 
Even this can never part us two because our love is 
like 
The sands of time, the endless sky, the stars, the 
moon, the sun. 
These things that make the world tend to make us one. 
We'll always be together, dear, we'll never be apart. 
The simple truth of the matter is I love you with all 
my heart. 
Lucille Braley, 1945 


' SOME PEOPLE 


Isn't it strange some people make 
You feel so tired inside? 

Your thoughts begin to shrivel up, 
Like grass all brown and dried. 


But when you're with some others, 

It's stranger still to finds 

Your thoughts, like a thousand pennies, 
All shiny in your mind. 


Patricia Charbonneau, 1947 


THE SIDEWALK 


Just a little cracked sidewalk winding beside the road. 
Never, never changing, never out of mode. 


Going up hill, down dale, beside river and lake. 
Think of all the people you to their destination take. 
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The little boy with roller skates tickling you as _ he 
flew 
Over your bumps and bumps ‘till he was black and blue. 


The mother with her bundle coming from the store, 
You lead her straight up to her friendly kitchen door. 


The little chubby girl with her doll tucked beneath 
her arm, 
A shiny bright new penny clutched tightly in her palm. 


The postman walks upon you every single day. 
You listen to the gossip his shoes have to say. 


The weary traveler curses you, tho' you have done no 
wrong. 
It's not your fault that you were made so long. 


So many have passed over you in years gone by. 
You live on and on while others die. 


Helen Martin, 1945 


n \ / 
V * LETTERS TO A SOLDIER 


Letters to a soldier, 
Written cheerfully, 

Are like little bridges 
Over land and sea. 


Letters to a soldier, 
Proving someone cares, 
Are like bars of music, 
Are like silent prayers. 


Letters to a soldier, 
Telling what you do, 
Make you feel a little 
Like a soldier, too! 


Jennette Freeman, 1945 


REINCARNATION 


No matter what happens I'll never forget 

I started living the day that we met. 

And I like to think it is just as true 
That you started living that same day, too. 


Doris Breivogel, 1945 
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v SUCCESS 


"Tell us," said a reporter, "tell us, Mr. Trumball, 
to what main factor do you attribute your climb to 
success?" 

There were eight people in the expansive office. 
Seven of them were dwarfed by the heavy-set man seated 
behind the glimmering mahogany desk. This , was John 
Walter Trumball, sole owner of the largest brewing con- 
cern in the world, The Trumball Breweries. John Walter 
Trumball, who had just shocked a war-torn nation with 
the act of buying a million dollars worth of war bonds. 
-Yes, a million dollars, and he had done it without 
batting an eyelash. 

; Here surely was a great man, a great American. 
Naturally, the fact that he would get his money back in . 
a few years with interest was politely overlooked. 

All of the country's leading newspapers had sent 
their most distinguished journalists to cover the inter- 
view of this great patriot, John Walter Trumball. 

Yes, this man had made a success of his life. His 
story would be an inspiration to others, a goal that 
the youths of today would try to attain, a living 
example of America and what it stood for. 

The reporter repeated his question, and, as_ the 
great man- slowly drewan expensive cigar from his mouth 
pencils were poised so as not to miss a single word. 

"To what do I attribute my success?" his voice was 
deep and rich. He smiled, "Hard work, son. Hard, 
honest work. I started from the bottom, and by steady 
conscientious work I fought to the top. Yes, sir, any 
boy can do it if he has the will power and--pardon me-- 
guts. There'll be : many temptations and crossroads 
that will have tobe passed, many chances to cut corners 
. @ little, but take it from me, they never work. Just 
steady, honest plugging and you'll make it. I know, be- 
cause I did." 

He paused a moment to empty the ashes from his 
cigar and then said, "If there are no more questions 
gentlemen--you see my time is limited, you understand." 

They nodded; of course, a man of his importance 
had many things to attend to. They left quickly to 
find the nearest typewriter and pound out the success 
story of John Walter Trumball. 

Back in the office, the man that millions would 
read about in their evening papers put his half-smoked 
cigar in the tray and strode to the window. 

Outside soft, flaky snow drifted lazily from the 
heavens above, put John Walter Trumball didn't notice 
rie pia ek it eyes were distant. His mind travelled back 
through the years, back to a warm spring day, the sun 
high in the sky, two boys sitting on the bank of a 
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stream, fishing poles dangling idly in the cool, clear 
water. 

One of these boys was tall in stature; he was of a 
wiry build with a peculiar batch of white hair which 
fell down over his eyes and which had earned him the 
nickname of Whitey. 

The other boy was a little smaller in height, his 
nose pug, and his chin defiant. Whitey was talking. 

ek don! t care what you say, John, I still think 
Beenerd ght." 

John shurgged, "Okay, okay, but I still say you've 
been reading too many books." 

"T have not," Whitey protested. "You just don't 
understand. You. and me, we're built aifferently; 
you've got your ideas and I've got mine." 

John shifted his position, "I guess you're right 
there, but I still think you're a sucker falling for 
Pei stuit,.” 

The other boy sat up, "Sucker! Why, you don't 
know what you'fre talking about. Look at all the success- 
ful .men- and how they got there. Hard work did it. 
Read the newspapers. Look at Bok." 

"See, I told you, more books." 

Whitey leaned forward, "All right, so I do read 
books. How you going to learn anything if you don't? 
The trouble with you, John, is you don't read enough. 
You should read the life of Bok." Whitey lay back and 
looked dreamilyup at the shifting clouds, "Bok, there's 
aman for you who got somewhere by plugging; ‘some “day 
Pee Doe li kew him. Lill. be .an Important.person ,\. own 
buildings and real estate, and people will recognize me 
as I walk down the street." 

John snorted, "And you're going to get there by 
working in the mill, heh?" 

"T know it'sa small job, but it's tough times now; 
things are bound to pick up, and, who knows, maybe some 
day Trill own the mill and you'll come to me hunting for 
a job. 

John laughed. “Who me? Oh no, I! "m getting a. job 
with 'Boss' Hanson; he needs smart guys." 

Whitey sat up, "Hanson! Why he's a crook, He's 
a bootlegger. The cops are on his trail." 

"So what? They haven't caught him yet and they 
won't. He's too clever. Besides, he pays good money-- 
more than working in the mill will get you. 

' "But it's crooked; you'll land in jail." 

John smiled, "Not me; I got ideas. I know how to 
get ahead just like you. Don't give anyone an even 
break; play everybody for a sucker. Yes, sir, Whitey, 
you go your way and I'll go mine." 

The snow had stopped now. The sanding trucks were 
‘moving out to do their job. 
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John Walter Trumball turned slowly from the 
window and made his way to the door marked "Directors" 

Outside the sanding truck had stopped just before 
the building where John Walter Trumball's office was 
located. 

Two men began shoveling the sand from the truck 
and spreading it across the slippery road. One of the 
men stopped suddenly and tapped his buddy on the 
shoulder. 

"Look", 

The other man turned and looked off to where his 
pal was pointing. Standing quietly in the gathering 
darkness was a third man. In one hand he held a shovel, 
while the other lay limply at his side. His eyes were 
staring at the tall edifice before hin. 

The first man said, "He gets that way every time 
we come to one of those “big buildings." 

"Maybe he works too hard, always buying war bonds 
and supporting his family, too," said the other. "I 
guess he needs a vacation. 

Both men stood a while and watched the figure in 
the distance. Finally one of the men called out, "Come 
on, Whitey, we've got to get this done before dark." 


Edgar Gay, 1946 


FOR MY COUSIN 


Out of a year of iron grief, 

Out of a winter of blood on snow,’ 
Spring returns with the lilac leaf. 
Though brave men die, the roses grow. 

[' tend: the tulips, 

I plant seeds deep 

In the fragrant earth both cool and damp. 
Sweetly, in comfort, the jonquils sleep. 
Then I think of you in a prison camp 
Behind barbed wire 

In a cruel place 

With no scent of summer, 

No sun upon your face. 

When you lie awake 

And hear wind blow 

Can you tell its April? 

Do you know? Do you know? 


Lois Ferry, 1945 
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CLOUDS 


As gracefully as dancers, 

The clouds went waltzing by, 

Twirling and bowing in their fluffy white gowns 
They danced on the floor of the sky. 


Betty Jane Skahill, 1946 
A DESK'S LAMENT 


I'm nothing but a medium size piece of school ap- 
paratus found in every room of every school. I have a 
top and two sides. Two legs hold me up, and in back of 
me is my brother, the seat. When I was sent home from 
the factory, my insides were taken out, leaving me hol- 
low. The men at the factory cut out a hole onthe right- 
hand side of my top and also made a round tray running 
from one end of my top to the other. Being a young desk 
feepae. prame” of life , fi ‘didn’t. mind ail this. 

When I arrived at my new home, I was joined by 
forty of my fellows, and we were screwed into the floor 
with our seats behind us. It was then that the trouble 
began. After a few days of getting settled in my new 
atmosphere and making acquaintances among my companions, 
many boys and many girls came into the room. They sat 
On our seats, which we didn't mind as that is what they . 
were made for. They put books inside us and’pencils in 
our trays. 

Then the fun began (for the children). Soon we 
were being cut up and written on. Naturally we didn't 
appreciate this very much as we were:rather sensitive 
bo. being cut into. 

It was my misfortune through my whole career of 
twenty years to have girls as my owners. How well I 
remember the hearts they cut into ‘me, the notes that 
they passed, the gum that they stuck under me. How 
well I remember their love affairs with the boys next 
to them. 

Through it all I never‘uttered a word of complaint 
but took my punishment like any~true desk should. I 
only hope that I helped forward those loathsome girls 
along life's path. 

Now that I have tendered my resignation to the 
school board and they have accepted it, I shall live 
Dnei rest of my days inithe cellar, with the. certificate 
of meritorious service and the Purple Heart award that 
I received for. gallantry in twenty years of action in 
a schoolroom. 


Stanley Pilshaw, 1948 
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FRIENDSHIP 
Wealth is a blessing, culture is grand, 
True beauty is sought all over the land, 
Travel is broadening, good books bring us rest, 
But in thinking it over, real friendship is best. 


June Kitchel, 1945 


THE GREAT ARTIST 


The sun peeped over the mountain top as reese gave way 


to dawning. 

He stretched his tired arms lazily and rose in aglence, 
yawning. 

I gazed upon the western hill and saw his bright reflec- 
tion 


Changing the scene with wondrous skill from dull to 
bright complexion. 

The dull and somber forest brown to a brilliant orange 
turned. 

And the vivid colors sprang from the ground as if a 
sparkling fire burned. 

But the broad, surrounding, rolling hills .still. kept 
their ever dismal: sheen, 

And the rocky slopes and distant rills ‘still kept their 
dull unchanging green. 

And the hills in a background far away stood out against 
a cloudy sky. 

Some robed in purple, some in gray, so solemn to the 
roving eye. 

And presently I stood amazed at the colors as they 
lifted, 

And so as I intently gazed, their brilliance once more 
drifted. 

The orange kissed the trees farewell and left them 
against the brown; 

The dismal robes from the hilltops fell, and a greenish 
yellow settled down. 

The purple hills and the ones of gray cast off their 
shades, and brilliant grew 

Of grassy green, just as the day bloomed forth its full 
array in view. 

And then a thought flashed through my mind: what a 
glorious, wonderful artist the sun. 

He paints these scenes, but wins no fame, yet he always 
keeps smiling on everyone. 


Nelson McIntire, 1945 
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A SONG OF SPRING 


There: is) musicyiny the.alretoni ent, 
A song of warmth and cheer 

To tell the lonely wanderer 

That springtime is near. 


bts) ali iting. song ion spring 
That will help to do its part 
In warming up a corner 

Of the other fellow's heart. 


It tells of the great out-of-doors, 
Of children warm and gay, 

Who gathered in forest and field, 
Are singing while they play. 


It speaks of home, the only place 
Where every man's a king 

And where there is a reason 

To be pleased with everything. 


It makes your cares seem small; 
It makes your footsteps ring, 
This blithe and cheerful rhythn, 
The melody of spring. 


Edward Jacobs, 1945 
A MOTHER'S SMILE 


When a fellow's far away from home and blues around 
him creep, 

When he rolls and trembles in his bed and cannot go to 
sleep, 

He thinks of all the little things that make his life 
worth-while. 

He remembers then the joy he felt to see his mother 
smile. 


All the things that were commonplace when he was just 
a lad, 

He didn't realize what they could mean nor know how 
much he had. 

In all his journeys far and wide though he's traveled 
a million miles 

There's nothing quite so beautiful as. when his mother 
smile. 


Elizabeth Lang, 1945 
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TOLERANCE AND UNIVERSAL PEACE 


Tolerance is the disposition to tolerate beliefs, 
practices, or habits differing from one's own. To have 
universal peace we must tolerate every nation in the 
world because if we don't it will mean only one thing, 
continued war. If people cannot understand or will 
not allow themselves to understand, the world will al- 
ways be in a state of war. 

Racial tolerance will be ‘a very important need 
after the war because, for example, the persecuted 
Jews will want revenge on the people who have caused 
them so much trouble and misery. They will possibly 
try. to get control ofall the big industries, andthe 
people who beat, killed; and plundered will have. ge 
work for them for their own salvation. 

Dr. Holden, professor of government at Harvard and 
Tufts, said that gangs were beating up Jewish people 
just because they were of the Jewish race. He said it 
did not enter their minds that their victims might as 
well be Poles, English, French, or any of the races 
that have made America but are of other ancestry. 

The negro of this country is just as much American, 
as you or I, but what do we have? Race riots. Negro 
boys are in the service fighting to keep this country 
free; they are fighting right along beside white boys. 
They have feeling and sensitivity just as anyone has. 
In-a democracy like ours I would. think, that’ people 
would be ashamed to have gang wars or race rioting. 

Religious tolerance! Narrow-minded people will 
argue and fight over the way people should worship God. 
Everyone should be allowed to worship as he wants to 
because religion is a personal matter and not a matter 
for conflict. Whatever a person's religion, when times 
are good he gives thanks, and, when times are bad, he 
prays to have them good. It doesn't make any difference 
how a person worships; it is all for his own satisfac- 
tions it is all.to the*one "God. 

The ideals of this country are democratic ones. 
Under a democracy comes freedom of speech, freedom of 
religion, and freedom of the press. We have the right 
to choose our own leaders. We put all our faith in 
them. It is the job of those chosen leaders to make 
laws and for us to live within them. This cannot be 
ddne unless we have tolerance of each other within our 
own nation and toward all nations. As Russell Daven- 
port said in his poem "My Country", the flag of the 
United States does not belong to just the Americans 
alone because America is made up of all races and in & 
sense it belongs to the whole world. 


Leon Corsini, 1945 
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Ginny Grant's laugh 
Mimi's dimples 

Jane Keith's mightly left 
Dot Davis! helping hand 
Wilbur's vocabulary 
Georgie's sneeze 

Helen Martin's sweetness 
Winnie's complexion 
Dick Drake's brains 
Murray's voice 

Bias) erin 

Pignataro's physique 
Nickie!s ‘friendliness 
Myra's laughing eyes 
Jacob's temper 

Mitch and his wisecracks 
June's artistic ability 
Alice Shaw's good humor 
Beanie's vitality 
Tarr's feminine actions 
Perry's orations 

Nan's personality 
Sanford's jokes 

Wilmont and his voice 
Charlotte's pep 
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CAN YOU IMAGINE 


Barbara Jones abusing a horse 

Why some of the Seniors like their play roles so much 
Miss Whitty's dog with a shave 

Phil Holt as a senator 

Ann O'Neil as a doctor 

"ir. Mac™ with bushy or curly hair--or even hair! 
Miss Kelly without an escort 

Miss Whitty without her usual pep 

Miss Wetherall without her cute smile 


WE SHADOWS 
(Dedicated to the-Seniors) 


The Senior Class is about to retire, 
But the Junior Class will keep up the fire. 


To take the place of our champ "Art", 
Is Caminati, who has made a good start. 


The place of "Bizz" will be hard to fill, 
For without Leon there is no will. 


The ambitions fulfilled by our scholar, "Yan", 
Will be resumed by "Betty Jane", our fan. 


We really don't know who will beat "Millsie's" wit, 
But wefre sure Campbell will make a good try at it. 


June's work of art cannot be beat, 
So on this subject we Juniors will take a back seat. 


"Sully" in all around sports ranks first place, 
But here's where Doucette will become our ace. 


The height of Winberg is sure dandy, 
And J. B. Rice would often’ find 1t handy. 


To "Al" Wilmot we have but one request, 
To bestow his school spirit before he has left. 


Fred Perry has shown us his musical skill, 
Which "Jim" Kenyon, we know, will try to fulfill. 


Our Junior Class will try to replace 

The many fine students that have been the base 
Of building our class up to what it should be. 
We'll see you at the Alumni Dance in '53. 
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TITLES > 


A Little Street Where Old Friends Meet----Center Street 
When Your Hair Has Turned to Silver----You're a Senior 
Let's Go Steady----Why, it's not in style 

A Little on the Lonely Side----Demo, Tess, and Dewy 

In the Middle of Nowhere----Ronnie 

Sentimental Journey----To School 

Right as the Rain----Clare and Herbie 

He Was a Perfect Gentleman----Lee Norton 

Sure Thing----Pam and Gill 

I Dream of You----Gloria to Alfred 

This Love of Ours----Sully and Mitch 

Any Bonds Today----Stamp collectors 

From Twilight to Dawn----Girls' League Formal 

In the Army, in the Navy, in the Marines----Senior Boys 
I'll be Around----Jurgle to Jean 

Marching Along Together----Pat and Jack 

Blond Fever----How about it, Campbell? 

I Was Faithful----Jean Dewhurst to Frannie Tees 

It Will Be Talked About----The Senior Reception 

I'm Beginning to See the Light----Bil to Jean 

I Dream of You----The girls to Van's photos 


SCHOOL GAB 


Walt Moquin's car (if that's what they call it). 

The Marilyn Shurtleff-Jimmy Cadorette twosome. 

Jeanne Vaughn and her friends from Wareham. 

Elaine Wilbur and her four dates a night. 

'Teén Town at the "Y", 

Latest wolf call, "Charge". 

The sextette that travels around ina black Chevy coupe. 

Latest Se nen ite Waite and Johnnie (do you know 
who?). 

Latest jitterbugs----Ruthie Gomes and Dick Rebell. 

Who's the sailor Eleanor DeRosier knows so well? 

Him has gone----so says Winona. 

George Deane still seems to like a gal back in Bates. 

EKugene McKay and Lorraine Gorrie have been seen to- 
gether lately. 

We hear from fellows that it is very hard to talk on 

the 'phone when Ginny Grant is the operator. 

What is it that attracts so many fellows to Plymouth? 

What happened to Betty Jane and Fred? 


CUTE QUOTES 


Ricey in American History class said, "I don't 
see wity the capital should have been in Maryland. Mary- 
(continued on page 26) 
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GRADUATING LETTERMEN 
ARToUR MITCHELL “Art™ 4s one of '<the most talented 
athletes who have played for M.H.S. He was captain of 
both the football and the basketball team and has re- 
ceived three letters in each of these sports. It will 
-be a long time before M.H.S. forgets "Art". 
RONALD MILLS "Millsie" was co-captain of the foot- 
ball team and is well-known for his fighting spirit. 
Pusecreacuab. On will leave ‘a. big hole itesbestilled in 
the forward line of our football team. 
WINTHROP WINBERG "Winnie", a two-letterman in foot- 
ball and basketball, will be missed next-season. His 
teamwork with Mitchell was never lacking, and he was 
mighty smooth on his under-the-basket shots. 
ALBERT IAMPIETRO "Albie", a mighty speedy halfback, 
was a reliable runner all season and pulled down two 
letters in varsity football. 
MANUEL SILVIA "Manny" played the other guard slot 
with Captain Mills, and the two of them made it "hot" 
Por, all - opposing ball ‘carriers who’ came at them..An 
unknown quantity as a Junior, “Manny" got a chance and 
proved his worth as a varsity guard. 
LEON CORSINI Leon will be remembered for his  boom- 
ing kick-offs and smooth centers. lLeon, a two-letter- 
man, would probably have earned another letter had 
there been varsity baseball.* 
ARTHUR GOMES "“Art"™ was out for the team only one year, 
but he earned a varsity letter. This fact alone will 
tell that "Art" has what it takes. What we'd like to 
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know is ‘why you didn't come out’ sooner, "Art"? 
RALPH SPURRIER If "Ralphie" was a little bigger, we 
have no doubt he would have hauled down a couple of 
letters in football and basketball; but no one will 
ever say that what he lacked in size he didn't make up 
Inv spsrL ec. 


THE INTRA-MURAL LEAGUE 
The intrarmural league, comprising five teams, 
played a twelve-game schedule. "Herbie" Thompson's 
team walked away with the championship paced by 
"Donnie" Mitchell, who also led the league in scoring. 
Intra-class games were held this year, with the 
powerful Sophomores surprising everyone by winning 
three straight games. On the first day the Seniors 
pounded the Freshmen 53 to 14, and the Sophomores 
clipped the Juniors 50 to 22. The next day the Juniors 
won their only game by defeating the luckless Freshmen 
24 to 21. In the other game the Sophomores edged the 

Seniors in an overtime contest 351 to 26. 
The third-day crowd saw the Seniors overcome the 
Juniors 36 to 24 and the Sophomores beat the improved 

Freshmen 26 to 14. The standings were: 


Won Lost 
Sophomores ) O 
Seniors c 1 
Juniors 35 2 
- Freshmen @) 3 


IN THE SPORT LIGHT 

Middleboro's two most thrilling football clashes 
found Smarsh throwing a touchdown pass to Mitchell in 
the closing seconds of the Canton game for a 13 to 7 
victory and the Taunton game, which brought out the 
typical Middleboro fight whenin the last three minutes 
Middleboro drove for two touchdowns fora 14 to 14 tie. 

Turning to basketball, Middleboro's hardwood 
quintet was again paced by "Art" Mitchell. "Winny" 
Winberg and Caminati, who filled the other two for- 
ward posts, also did their share. Middleboro's first 
string guards, George Wood, John Cayton, and Dick Mac- 
Donald, did excellent rebound work, and Cayton also 
started swishing long-shot baskets late in the season. 

The Orange and Black seconds showed Up . well al- 
though they were a small _ team. "Jimmy" Cadorette 
gave a good performance, despite his height, supported 
by "Century" Gauthier at the other forward shot. When 
you, look'\at it, all ‘in all, this: > Das =.06ean pee 
season for M.H.S., and the boys and girls have surely 
kept the school "In the Sport Light." 
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(continued from page 20) 
land isn't very important, that is, you don't hear much 
about Lt. "Ohl Apologies; (Gill, oldpoy!t 

Miss Erickson spotted Winnie looking dangerously 
around after returning from the board with red chalk on 
his hands and said, "Winberg, have a Kleenex." 

One Freshman in writing a composition on "What I 
am Doing to Win the War" says that he gets all the good 
he can from his clothes by wearing them until they are 
"Holy 3 


GIRLS' LEAGUE DANCE 


On Friday night, March 9th, the second annual girl- 
ask-boy dance was held. In keeping with the season, 
decorationsand dance programs were in the formof sham- 
rocks. Dancing to Stuart Waterfield's orchestra lasted 
'til 11:50 and included several novelties as well as a 
grand march, which was led by President Ethel Sullivan 
and John .Pignataro. The student committee in charge 
was headed by Jane Keith and Miriam Thompson. 

The Girls' League Dance has proved successful on 
two occasions and has now become an M.H.S. institution, 
thanks to Miss Arline Merrill. 
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BRYANT & STRATTON 


A sound Commercial Training directs your education into practical channels! 
t z gives you a head start in the world of busi business or industry. At is the rock bottom 
: foundation of extra earning power and apis ap rewa 


De. training. 

Diploma Courses -~ Stenographic, Secretarial, Junior Executive, Junior 
% Accounting, Business Administration, Mechanical Accounting. 
Single intensive subjects — Typewriting, Shorthgnd, Accounting 


WRITE FOR DAY OR EVENING OR SUMMER CATALOG 
RICHARD H. BLAISDELL, President 
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WALK-OVER 
SHOE STORE 


29 Center Street 


MIDDLEBORO RECREATION 
CENTER 


8 STREAMLINED ALLEYS 


F E Leighton, Prop 
A. F. Belcher, Mgr 


WILLIAM EGGER CO. 
Complete Home Furnishings 


Phone 689 


A Friendly Place To Trade 


Weeman's Market 


Complete Line of 
OAK HILL PRODUCTS 


SAUNDERS HAROWARE 
& PAINT CO. 


2) Center Si Tel 4? 


Agents for Bay State Paints 
Enamels, and Varnishes 


Compliments of 


F. M. Gibbs, Florist 


Scuth Main St. Phone 412-M 


LELAND’S FLOWER SHOP 


9 South Main Street 
Flowers ond Greeting Cards 
for All Occasions 
Flowers Telegraphed /.nywhere 
Tel. 786 


Ryder's Department Store 


"Best buys at best prices’ 


A large selection of merchandise 
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KEEP IN MIND 


Thibault Studio 


For Your 


School Photographs 


FARRAR’S 
Home Made Ice Cream 
For All Occasions — Wholesale ond Retail 
P. G. REED, Prop. 
Phones 810, 701-M Everett Squore 


MAIN OFFICE—MIDDLEBORO, WEST GROVE ST. TEL. 39-38 
Nemasket Transportation Company, Inc. 
CAPE COD AND SOUTH SHORE 


WINTHROP-ATKINS, CO. 
EASTMAN KODAKS AND SUPPLIES 
Developing and Printing 
15) PIERCE STREET 
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For Complete News 
of 


MEMORIAL HIGH 
Read the 
SAIDDLEBORO GAZETTE 
On Sale at Your Newsstand 


Compliments of 


George Donner 


Real Estate 


Compliments of 
Pratt's Store 


Groceries Ice Cream 


Candy Gas 
North Middleboro 


TEL. 937 


RANDALL 
MOTORS 


SALES EP SERVICE 


570 WAREHAM STREET 


MiDDLEBORO,. MASS., 


Church Coal Co. 


Established 1864 
Anthracite — Bituminous 
and 
New England Coke 
Range and Fuel Oils 
of the Highest Quality 


Tel. 1047 Res. 824-W-4 
Harry M. Cook 
Watch Repairing of All Makes 
Jewelry Repairing Engraving 
Diamond Setting 
23 South Main St. Middleboro, Mass. 


J. L. Jenney Coal Co. 
Vine St. 
Coal and Oil 
Tel. 238 


The Fruit and 
Vegetable Outlet 


"If It Grows We Have It'’ 
35 Center St. Middleboro 
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DODGE AND PLYMOUTH AUTOMOBILES 
DODGE TRUCKS 


MAXIM MOTOR CO. 


WAREHAM STREET MIDDLEBORO 


SHELL SERVICE STATION 
North Main St. Middleboro 


R. B. Gammons, Prop. Tel. 1020 


Sign up at the YMCA 
with your friends for Gym! 


Bowling and other games 


You can help yourself and the "'Y" by setting pins one night a week. 
Come in and talk it over. 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 
GEO. E. KEITH CO. 
FACTORY +4 
LANE ST. MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 
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BOB’S DINER 


"A good place to meet your friends” 


RED COACH GRILLE 
ROTARY CIRCLE 


Famous Charcoal Broiled Steaks 


Open Daily at 4:30 
Sundays all Day 


ACCIDENTS HELP THE ENEMY... 
DO YOUR PART TO PREVENT THEM 


INSURANCE IS YOUR BEST DEFENSE 


Let me protect what you have with adequate insurance. 


Listen to UPTON CLOSE every Sunday at 6:20 P. M. over WNAC 


Insurance FREDERICK S. WESTON, C. E. Surveying 


McQUADE’S CLOTHES SHOP 


“Where Quality and Walue are Supreme” 


Sixty-nine Center St. Middleboro, Mass. 
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HERO MFG. CO. 


Manufacturers of 


"STANDARD" KNITTING NEEDLES 


GEORGE A. SHURTLEFF 


LUMBER - HARDWARE 


Complete line of Bird Asphalt, Shingles & Roofings 
Arlington Street South Main Street 
Phone 646 ; Phone 40 


Compliments of 
M. L. Hinckley 
Jeweler — Optometrist 


5! Center Street, Middleboro, Mass. 


Lloyd Perkins and Co. 


Compliments of Chester M_ Sylvester: 


Caswell Brothers Plumbing end Heoting 


Metal Working and Furneces 
Woter Systems and Oil 
Burners 


NORTH MIDDLEBORO 
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BOURNE’S 


Compliments Is The Gift Center Of Middle- 
a boro And Surrounding Towns 
Furniture for less 
the cedar kitchen Visit our show rooms 


Tel. 538 Middleboro, Mass. 


Compliments of 


A. R. Glidden & Son Thomas Bros. Store 
The Value-Giving Store So. Middleboro 


CARROLL CUT RATE 
60 Center Street 


Cosmetics Perfumes 


Sukeforth's 
Service Station 


John Glass Jr. Square Mekeup Films 


Anti freeze 35c quart Home Remedies Tobaccos 
GIFTS 


LOBL 


Manufacturing Co. 
MIDDLEBORO, MASS. 
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Sturgis Hardware 


W. L. Sturgis, Prop. 
64 Center St. Tel. 115 


Alberts Shoe Co. 
Cambridge Street 
Middleboro, Mass. 


Shaw's Radio Service 


Ray Nourse Art Shaw 


MIDDLEBORO CLOTHING 
COMPANY 
Middleboro, Mdss 


B. A. Kinsman 
MILK ond CREAM 


Coffee ond Chocolate Milk 


“You can’t beat. our milk 
but you can whip our cream” 


Phone 636 


Compliments of 


South Middleboro Diner 


Richmond & Reed 
AUTOMOTIVE SERVICE 
Cor. Pearl and Center Streets 
Middleboro, Massachusetts 
Specialized Service and Supplies 


MIDDLEBORO 
CO-OPERATIVE BANK 


30 So. Main St. Middleboro 
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come to Thompson's Diner 


The Melody Coffee Shop "opposite Bob's" 


A-1 CLEANSING AND PRESSING 


MODERN CLEANERS Compliments 


AND DYERS of 
11 No. Main St. Tel. 750 


Call and Delivery Service 


Rose's Beauty Shop 


Expert Repairing Cold Storage 


R. D. KELLEY COAL CO. S 
as Oy AiR The Boston Store 
48 Center Street 
Middleboro 


“Always Reliable’ 


Coal, Coke, Bricketts 
— i OIL — 


Range, Furnace, Fuel 
Tel. 67-M 


CHARLTON’S Sisson's Garage 


Millinery So. Middleboro 
Sportswear Range and Fuel Oil 
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Compliments of the 


John Hancock 
Mutual Life Ins. Co. 


Middleboro, Mass. 


EATON'S EXPRESS 
13 Pearl Street 
Middleboro — Boston 


Middleborough 
Trust Company 


Tripp's Candy Shop 
AND LUNCHEONETTE 


SACHEM 


- 


Compliments 
of 


Brown's Lunch 
and 
Daisy Do-Nut Shop 


ATWOOD COSTELLO, INC. 
Chevrolet ond Oldsmobile 
Telephone 260 Middleboro 


Compliments of 
The Homestead 


Meats and Groceries 


The MADEMOISELLE Shop 


KEITH and ALGER 


— Insurance — 
Room 3 Bank Building Middleboro, Mass. 


TEL. 160 


T. M. RYDER AND COMPANY 
(Ralph W. Maddigan, Mgr.) 


Insurance of Every Description 


Main Office: Rooms 16-18 Glidden Bldg. 
Established 1877 Tel. 41 1-W 


PATRONS OF THE SACHEM 


Drs’ Ret He’ Wood 
Anderson Shoe 
Dr. B.':H.,Beuthner 
Dr. B. Me Lerner 
Dre Jo Me Bonnar, JYre 
Fletcher Clark, Jr. 
Joseph Riley 
Dre itlint det thee sack Or 


GIBERTI’S APOTHECARY 


Corner of Center 
and High Streets 


For the best tm Drugs at the 
best prices. 


New England Cranberry Sales Company 


Distributors of 


Eatmor 
Cranberries 


Heedquarters af 
9 Station Street Middleboro 


NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY 


BOSTON 15, MASSACHUSETTS 


Offers day and evening college courses for men and women. 


LIBERAL ARTS 
ENGINEERING 
BUSINESS 
LAW 


Pre-Medical, Pre-Dental and Pre-Legal Programs 


Cooperative and Full-time Plans Available. 
Appropriate degrees conferred. 
Earn While You Learn. 


FOR CATALOG — MAIL THIS COUPON AT ONCE 

NORTHEASTERN UNIVERSITY 

Director of Admissions 

Boston 15, Massachusetts 

Please send me a catalog of the 

College of Liberal Arts Evening—College of Liberal Arts 
College of Engineering Day Pre-Medical Program 
College of Business Administration Day Pre-Dental Program 


School of Law Day and Evening Pre-Legal Programs 
Evening School of Business 


(City or Town) (P. O. Numerals) (State) 


